
The' Hittorle of King Lear. 

odatedman is no more but fuch a poore bare forked Aninnafl 
as thou art; off off you leadings, conije on bee true. 

Feole. Prithe 'Nuncklebe content, this is a naughty night to 
fwim in, now a Little fire in a wild field were like an old leathers 
heart, a fmall fparke all the reft in bodie coldjlooke here comes 
a walking fire. Enter Ghfter. 

Edg. This is the foule fiend Snberdcyibtt, heebegins at cur. 
phew, and walks ull the firft cocke, he gins the web, he pin. 
queues the eye, and makes the haite lip, mildewts the white 
wheate, and hurts the poore creature of earth, fwichald footed 
thrice the old a nellthu night more and her ninefold bidher, 0 
lio-ht and her troth plight and arint thee, with arint thee. 

°Kent. How fares your Grace f / $ 

Lear. Whats hee 3 

Kent. Whofe there , what i'ft you feeke ? 

Gift] What are you there ? your names ? 

Edg. Poore Tom, that cats the fwimming frog, the tode.the 
todepold, the wall-wort, and the water; thatin thefurieof his 
heart, when the foule fiend rages, eats cow-dung for filets, funk 
lowes the old ratt, and the ditch dogge,drinkes the greeneman. 
tie of the {landing poolc; who is whipt from tithing to tithing, 
and ftock-puniiht and imprifoned,who hath had three futes to 
his backe, fixe fiiirtsto his bodie, horfe to ride, and weapon 
to weare. 

But mife and rats, and fuch fmall Deere, 

Hath beene Toms foode for feuen long yeare- 
Beware my fol lower, peace f nulbug, peace thou bend. 

Glofi. What hath your Grace no better company. . 

Edg. The Prince of darkenes is a Gentleman, modo h 

3 qioft. Our flefhandbloud is grownefo vild my Lord, thatH 
doth hate what gets iti 

dudectoot fuffer 

daughters hard commaunds, though their imun yeti 

my cioores,and let this tyranous night take cr P ^ erf 
liauel venter’dto come feeke you out , an r 
both food and fire is readie* 


The Hitt otit of King Lear. 

Lear. Firft let me talke with this Philofopher, 

Whatisthecaufeof thunder J . 

Kent. My good Lord take his offer goe into the houfe. 

Lear. lie talke a word with this mo ft learned Theban , what is 

yourftudie? , 

Edg. How to preuent the fiendyind to kill vermine. 

Lear. Let me aske you one word in priuate. 

Kent. Importune him to goe my Lord, his wits begin 
Ghfi. Canftthou blame him, (to vnfettlq. 

His daughters feeke his deaths O that good Kent , 

Hefiid it would be thus, poore banifht man, 

Thou fayeft the King growes mad, ile tell thee friend 

I amalmoftmad my felfe,I had afonne 

Now out-lawed from my bloud,a fought my life 

But lately, very late, I loud him friend 

No father his fonne deerer; true to tell thee 

The greefe hath craz’d my wits. 

What a nights this ? I doe befeechyour Grace. 

Lear. O crie you mercie noble Philofopher, your com- 
£dg. Toms a cold. (pany. 

CjUfi. In fellow there, in t houell keepe thee warme. 

Lear. Come lets in all. 

Kent. This way my Lord. 

Lear. With him I vvil keep ftil, with my Philofopher. 

K«, Good my Lord footh him,lct him take the fellow. 
qiojl. Take him you on, 

Kent. Sirah come on. goe along with vs.' 

Lear. Come good Athenian. 
qioft. No words, no words, hufh. 

Edg. Child Rowland, to the darke townecome, 

His word was ftill fy,fo,andfum, 

I fmell the bloud of a Britifh man. 

Enter Cornewelland’Baftard. 

Corn. I will haue my reuenge ere I depart the houfe. 

Baft, How myLordlmaybecenfurcd that nature thus o-iues 
way to loyalcic. fome thing feares me to thinke of. 

■njrr’ 1 now perceiue it was not altogether your brothers e- 
uul difpofition made him feeke his death, but a prouokingmerir 
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